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First, wading the murky creek, 
muddy ooze underfoot, 
green water about the knees.
Then light-freckled dark of oak canopy, 
crush of leaves, hushing air.
“How much farther?” she asked.
The dark trees, the many-handed, 
black-pointed directions.
Up the steep-greased hill, grasping 
at the low, gray wood, pulling.
Then sliding down the other side.
And there, hemp-shuttered, 
the house, an earthen mound.
Not long we poked about the glass-jeweled ground.
Nor stood inside the leaning door
where someone of our blood
once looked upon a summer’s heat and smoked.
Nothing was there.
Just the sour smell of earth.
“Race you back,” she said. ■
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